



That neiier fiept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the bntta.le thinkeon me, 

And fall thyedgelefie fword d.fpatre and die, 
l o foco. J hou qmet foule, fleepe thou a quiet flee n c 
Dreame offuccefle and happie viflorie, J P ’ 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

crL E” te * the Ghottji of 'Buckingham. 

Thefirft was I that helptthce totheCrowne, 

X he lait was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinkc on buckin^ham. 

And die in terror of'thyguiltinefler 

Dreame on dreame on, of bloudie deeds and death, 
i-ainting difpaire.difpairingyceld thy breath. 

To %<cb. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Euteneare thy neartjand be thou not difmaid, 

God and good ange Is fight bn Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Richard fiartethvp out of a dreame, 
K.Ri. Giue me another horfe.bind vpmy wounds, 
Haue m ercic Ielu : folt,I did but dreame. 

O Coward confcitnce,how doefl tliou afflift me ? 

The lights burne blew.it is not dead midmghr. 
Coldfearcfulidropsftandon my trembling fltih, 
What do I feare my felfe? rhe*e.s none elfe’by, 
Richard loucs Richard, that is, I am I, 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from my fe Ife ? great rcafon why i 
Lcaft I reuenge. What my felfe vpen my felfe? 

Alackc I ioue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
Tiut I my lelfe haue done vnto my felfe ? 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe ; 

1 am a villain e.yet I lie,l am not. 

foule of thy felfe fpeake wcll,foole do not flatter, 

My coofeicncc hath a thoufand feuerall tongues. 

And euerie tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And cucry talc condemn* me for a yillamc ; 


Pciiuri? 


f of RMiarcl the third. 

periUrierypeBuriciid the higheft degree, 

Murther, ft erne murther, in the dy reft degttf e , 1 
All fcUerall ftnne$,all vfde in each degree, 

Throng to the barreling all,guiltie,gutltie. 

I {hall difpaire, there is no creature loUes me# 

And if I die,no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore (hould thcy,fince that I my felfe# 
piiide in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe* 

Me thought thefoulesofall that Imurtherd, 

Came to my Tent, and eiiery one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Rdtcbffc* 

R*t. My Lord* 

Ri> Zoundesywho htbere ? 

R*t 4 Ratcliffe,tny Lordjtis I 7 thc early village tocke* 
Hath tvvife done falutation to the riiorne, 

Your friends arc vp,and buckle on their armoh 

O Ratdiffe,I hauedreamdafeatfull dreame, 
What thinkft thou, willoiir friends proucall title? 

No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratc!iffe,I feare, I feare* 

kdt. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadowc h 

Ring. By the ApoftiePaul, fhadowes to night# 

Haue ftrooke more terror to the foule ofRichard, 

Then can thefubftance of ten thoufand fouldieri# 

Armed in proofc, and led by (hallow Richmond# 
Tisnotyet neareday#come,go with me, 

Vnder our Tents lie play the fewfe dropper* 

T o fee if any meane to (hrinke from me. Exewih 

Enter the Lords td Richmond, 

Eor. Good morrow Richmond* j 

Crie merrie Lords#and watchfoil Gentlemen 
That you haueeaneatardiefluggardherei- n: hni ... : 


L°r. How haue you dept my Lord? - f 
& ic b. Thcfwceteft fieep^andfair^^ 
That euer cntrediin adrowfieheadi 
Haue 1 finceyout departure had my Lords* 
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